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	My Soul for My Country

**Random idea I had. Lucy is back from narnia, and her siblings (except Edmund) kinda blame her for leading them out. Lucy, lets say had a violent reaction to the poison of London air. Any way, her english teacher gave the prompt for a free response asking "What would you give for you county". Lucy responds as she always has. ****_Everything_****.**

Name: Lucy Pevensie

Class: Modern Women's History

Prompt: What would you give for your country? Why?

Date: 3-9-1952

What I Would Give For My Country

I would give everything to my country, because once someone gave everything for me. I made a friend with someone named Mr. Tumnus, and he was employed by an evil woman. The evil woman was named Jadis. Jadis knew that the professor I stayed with during the war was taking in children, and so she ordered him to kidnap any who were. Well Mr. Tumnus didn't kidnap me, which means he went in my place. He gave his life for mine, and if not for Aslan... I would be one brother short. Aslan gave his self for my brother, and gave himself for me. I would go one step further though. If my soul saved millions, even if it meant that I went to Hell, I would give it. If selling it ment my country was safe? Wheres. The. Pen. I would do it... And I would smile because everyone was safe. So my answer is everything.

Ms. Dame is surprised by the soul the girl posesses. She looks over the paper, and though it has a few grammatical errors, the paper resonated with guilt. Looking over it again, she noticed tear stains after mentioning the names. She scrawled a cursive A plus, and set it aside, already planning to create a second prompt that was for the most amazing dream or expeariance you've ever had.


End file.
